
7 fchiftory ' 

Aiax. I fay the proclamation. 

Thcr. Thou gromblcft and raylefl eueryhoureon A U 
Am, and thou art as full of enuy at his greatneiib A t 
is at Profierpiuas beauty ,1 that thou barklt at hirrw ^ ' erut l 
Aiax . Miftr es T herfites. 

7 her. Thou Ihouldft ftrike him. Aiax fiohlofe, 

Kee would punne thee into fhiuers with his fift * as a fayW 
breakes a biskec,you horlon curre. Do ? do? y r 

Aiax: Thou ftoole for a witch: 

7 her. Ij Do ? do ? thou fodden witted Lord , thou haft 
nomorebraine then I haue in mineelbowes,an Afwn 
may tutor thee, you fcuruy valiant afle, thou art heerebut to 
thrafh Troyans,and thou art bought and fould among thofe 
of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue . Ifthou vfeto beat# meet 
will beginne at thy heele, and tell what thou arc by ynchct, 
thou thing of no bo wells thou. 

tAtax. You dog: 7 her. You fcuruy Lord. 

oAtax. You curre. 

T her. Mars his Idiot, do rudenefle,do Camel,do,do. 
Achil* Why how now tAiax wherefore doyeethus, 
How now T herfites whats the matter man. 

7 her. You fee him there ? do you ? > 

•Achil. I whats the matter. 7her: Nay looke vponhittf 

•Achil: Sol do, whats the matter? 

T her. Nay but regard him well. 

•Achil: Well, why fo I do. 

T her: But yet you looke not well ypon him, for who fome 
euer you take him to be he is Aiax. 

Achil. I know that foole. 

7 her. I but that foole knowet not himfelfe, 

Aiax: Therefore 1 beate thee. 

7 her: Lo,Io,lo,lo,what modicums of wit he vtters,his cm* 
lions haue eares thus long,I haue bobd his braine morethen 
he has beate my bones. It will buy nine Iparrowes for a pen- 
ny, and his pia mater is not worth the ninth part of alpar- 
l'ow.'this Lord( Achilles) Aiax, who wcares his wit in his btl* 
ly,and his guts in his head , I tell you what I fay of him. 

Ach. What. Ttar. Ifay this Aiax, 
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of 7 roylus and Creffetda, 

Achil. Nay good Aiax. 7ha. Has not fo much wit, 

Achil. Nay I muft hold you. 

rt<r. As will flop the eye of Hellene needle , for whom 
becomes to fight. ' sAchd. Peace foole? 

i fijgy, I would haue peace and quictneffe , but the foole 
1 1 will not, he therc,that he : looke you there? 

Ahx. Oh thou damned curre I fhall - ■ 1 ■ 

AM. Will you fee your wit to a fooles. 

Thtr, No I warrantyou,the fooles will fhameit , 
p.ttrj-Good words Thefitcs. he btl. Whats the quarrel!. 
Am*. I bad the vile oule goc learne n.e.‘ the tenot of the 
proclamation, and he railes ypon me. 

Ther. I feme thee not? Aiax. W ell,go to,go to. 

T her. I lerue here voluntary. 

hchil. Your laft feruice was fuffrance : twas not voluntary, 
no man is beaten voluntary., A tax was here the voluntary, 
andyou as vndtr an Imprelfe. 

T her. E’ene To , a great deale of your witte to,lies in your 
finnesves, ot els there bee hers ,/fr#orfliall haue a great 
catch and knocke at either of your beains , a were as good 
crack a fully nut with no kernel!. 

AM. What with me to 7 herfites. 

■TSw.Thers Piffles and old Nefler, whofe wit was mouldy 
cretheirgrandfietshadnailes, yokeyou likcdraught oxe«, 
md make you plough vp the wars. 

Achil, What? what? 

Yes goodfooth,to Achilles, to A tax, to 1 

Aiax. I (hall cut out your tongue. 

Ther, Tis no matter , I lhall ipcake as much as thou afeer- 
Tatro, No more words T herfites peace. (ward*. 

T her. I will hold my peace when Acbtlles brooch bids me, 
Achil. There’s for you Vatroclus. (O' al 1 ■? 

1 her. 1 w ill fee you hang’d like Clatpoles , ere I come any 
mire to your tents, I will keepe where there rs wit during, 
• and leaue the faction of fooles. Exit. 

’Patro. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry this fir is proclaim’d through ail our holle, 
That Hetter by the firft houre of the Sunne: 



